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And of softness, like petals, like pools of water

glimmering between pine roots and birches when
the moon is ripe for harvest,

And of blood, like the roar of a torrent, a landslide, a
battle, delirious weeping or the laughter of
children.

But it was night; and the universe was grey like

charred rafters, and like fungus pocked with red
stars, like fever.

I took its stem and plucked the rain-swollen toadstool;
and-ate it, tasting its bitterness in my mouth.

Convulsed, I saw the stars reeling outside my window,

the Sword flashing and the Plough wrecked in the

branches;
And through the barred grating I clamoured for relief;

for sunlight wrapped in an envelope, for a day's

dole;
And I signed my name on God's register with

quivering fingers,

Oh my love! Why did I dream this dream in my bed;
feeling your nearness and the panting of your
belly and the gentle murmuring of your breath,

Only to wake to the loneliness of the deserted and the
agony of silence and the mockery of my desire's
trembling mirage ?

Oh my love!

who like the sunlight

Can strike and blind and parch.